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'r;. iA- gprlak Catastrophe.
,Jafter this Trumbull avenue resident had
answered an imperative call to the front
door ne'returned to the bosom of his family.
muttering between ills teeth ana looking like
IT thundercloud. No member of the hotise--.

Bold had the temerity to address him, soho
.took the Initiative;

"See that, man who called?" as he glared
.About the roonu No one rallied sufficient
courage to answer. "Face looked like a
cranberry patch. Peeled and

he had been under a procession of
brush harrowti. He's wearing smoked

thinks he's liable to lose the sight
pt 'one eye. It all .comes from that fool

'freak of yours to raise a crop of sweet
--peas." and he transfixed the eldest' daughter
'.with a flashes.

"Why, papa, what did" that have to do

'rtthltr '
"Everything. He would be a well man

tc-da-y. but for that. I told you that, you
couldn't raise flowers In the shade, but
you think you know more than ag-

ricultural college. I bought you a cart-

load of brush to stick the things with, but
ro, you must have wire netting. And of
nurse, your mother stuck up for you. If

you .wanted a. barbedrwtre fence twelve feet
high all around the premises to keep the
eat out. she'd My that you must have it.

X economised by baying that netting sec- -.

endhand, and brought it home on a street
can A stansnr on the hack platform got
.tangled up ta it and would have thrown me

tha asphalt when wa were going thirty
miles an hour, if It hadn't been for the con-

ductor.
"When X wast to Jump off at the cross-

ing, tha end. of the jagged roll stuck out
: tittf t coa, the poor fellow who was Just

St this Into it head first. It took
CkrM asm to extricate him without ruining
fcia ears, and rv Just given him ia to eet-t- ti

f""g What makes me as hot as
anything els Is' that ire will have to buy
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f- - tapikrjrer: "At the cad Ot this letter,
uuruc migni
Vtrat it was jo$t

thfrsiiaiiiiii. Just as we

hm sJways 4Be,")rot Tree Press. -

fiP?' c.'Iii Umm iaJ Shart at It.
wlshsd. s a note" du-

f'-- r. eoaated about Chilst wis The hank officers
eibjaeted to thelomgtliae It ha run.. The
Sriakasan aaH: then, jrou, don't coh- -

ssar: bow soon iaa aayw-s- n ai.inis ussa.

- 11. M.-- fc 7c
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strs. Jeaea! "I aa'asny 1 could eeteoma
aleag wttli Barry to your boose last night"
."WaatlWasatssy kasbaod at your house
an last ialnr y-- .

AM tMM few awards led to a revelaUon
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ff.-
- to;emyain.-v- ao aaase jownau.; -

W-t-S
' atoleii the teiescope,"- - ra.

yiZ- - ported the: astreaeev, professor.

f. . .TSS'.vtBfc. Hf.tv.-U- l uuus w jdw
sa.7. aata .taa aian aaa tne astroaaanr-nro- .

RSi" ssaBBTt a.wty.u n Mifinu vuusuweuiy.
;y

"ffikS; . f?- -
sSS. ;.jf -- .""".fBS&fe i-

- WlMW.;leret,siergan eto to heaven
ak-.- ' Bsi wmBSBBSBtr' Waatrtaa work oT flafarlM.
ai-- " j HBBldllla)1BaaBlBIa-IBf-c

IrAT-- s

en.

it;

St Peter and the Recording Angel dona
under one management so as 'to .save
operating ' expense. Chicago

'
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i Fight en an Omnlbas-To- am Its Ia--
Bocent Cause.

A Homeric struggle took place on the
imperial of an omnibus yesterday.. Three
persons got on the omnibus at the
Bourse; a big, stout- - man. of about GO. his
wffe. and a "vieux marcheur," who.at once
began to make. 'eyes at the lady. At the
Louvre the lady sprang to her feet and ad-

dressed tho old beau as follows: "Ogle me,
If you will, butdbn't pinch me!"

Every-on- laughed but tho husband, wife
and the aggressor. The big man stepped
forward and struck "Don Juan" in the face.
The conductor with much difficulty sepa-

rated the' belligernts,".and tho three were
about to go to the Police Commissioner,
when another lady addressed the outraged
lady as follows:

"Why. it was my lobster!"
And so It proved, for the "Insect's" claws

projected from her basket, ready to do it
again. Matin, Paris.

Tiro of a Kind.
Jaggles: "What makes' you think they are

searching for trie unattainable?"
Waggles: "His wife-i- s seeking for some-

thing to remove superfluous hair, while' he
is looking for a prescription to grow hair
on a bald head. Judge.

Time's Whlrllaa- Asrala.
Attention Is called to' the fact that Peter

Mlnnlts came, over' here in lttt and bought
'Manhattan Island for $24. .

How Time's whirligig has revolved since
then.

To-d- ay Peter Mlnnlts couldn't - buy a
friendly wlnk-fro- a New York Police' Cap-

tain for.' that 'paltry sum. Cleveland Plain
Dealer.

which I am to sign, you hare, written

then 12 o'clock," FUegendeBiaetter.

Regeetlaas af a BMataw.
Afwomanchlet chartna are her Instincts,

and her ankles. , 'S , . ,,
There; is no doubtthat the man Who-flrs- t.

waslfcplred. "'
.Jrhe avwago wusygiik-funnles- to a man'
when she thinks she;'! most sarcastic , ,

-- One year ot nufrried;llf briaca a man to
'his 'senses; two generally ; make hnn craxy
iagain.. ,.1'' '?', ' 1' Very often U la the womea who look moat
like cold apple pie who""arereaUy like
curried peppers.

A. smart woman can fool a man all hja
life, but a smart man can only fool a woman
until she finds it out-N- ew York Press,

.

He: "Do you like my brother better than
you do meT-'- '
..She: "What salary does he getr' Tit--,

Bits. . .,.-,
"Is It true Boston relatively drinks more

whisky than any other American city?" ,
"I have seen it so stated." ' '
"Then how does it manage to maintain

jits reputation for unbroken correctness of

A Southern lady met a colored' widow,
gaudily attired, laughing arid talking and

Am1ncr!tr In the twHtt nf SntrM.
I Ttrt. 1. .......U.I. ) ;! .. t.J. ,tww,ilw; .ljr. Bntu uiB IDUI. v.vw,u

the horse she was driving, "how Is It that
you. are so 'cheerful' when your husband I

died only three weeks ago?' r

"L01. Miss Mary,'" returned the Widow,
with a broad grin, "evfybody.-kno- thera
.aln' no happiness in married life till, one
ob 'em's done 'ceasted." Harper's Maga-xlne.

"Are you de gemman dat said de hoss
mus go?"' asked the colored man.. - '

"I am," answered the enthusiast on the
subject of mechanics.

"WeU, suh, I Jes desiahed to .take, da
liberty o eayin' dat X has de balkies' ant'
mal dat ever blocked a street," Jes' arena'
de .corner. I sho'ly would be muchf oblige
et you could come aroun' .and prove yob
words." Washington .Star.'

We And in a Georgia exchange
reads: k,

" ."Dealer. In hard timber, ice, cream,-sod-

water, cofflns. corsets, millinery and grocer
ies, cheap for cash. Also, teeth
without pain, .and while you wait!' At-
lanta Constitution.
VMrs. Godfrey: "I think it's about time
we begatrto send Willie to Sunday sehool."-'- "

Mrdodfrey: : "I,thtnk so, too: He asked
rn mly,yestrday if I believed that fairy
'story of 'Jonah' and the; whale. Brooklyn
.e.

TCoanv you nave written -- xours truiy.

niasrs.

--".bttT told

"Monsieur,
"AH right';

Here Is an extract from an unpublished
historical novel .based on revolutionary
themes:

The spy, for he was spy, looked about
htm with eager-eye- Was he trapped? The'
room grew misty In the shadows. Night's
sable curtains were falling. Had he been
seen to enter? '

He' was quite alone. The smoldering logs
were fitfully sputtering on the Louis Qulnzc
hearth. The little flames they sent forth
threw patches of light on the .colonial table,
on the Queen Anne sideboard and on the
tall Mayflower clock in the duskiest cornet
He wa Quite alone.

"Odds bodlkins," he hoarsely murmurec.
"but It was a close call! Mine would hav.
been a short shrift an' they had caught mc.
That was a parlous wretch who halted me
beyond the village green. I more than half
suspect the knave holds me to be other thou
I am. Peste. but It is an ungodly calling!
And' now to hide the papers in the place
agreed upon:"

He lifted a brick from the tessellated
hearth' and laid a packet beneath it. As he
rose to his feet he sighed heavily.

"Beshrew me well," he muttered,- 'If by
tormorrow night St this very hour the rebel

-!- -

QUO VADIS?
yonr mother-in-la- wishes, to Bee. yon.

show her in."

THE OVERZEALOUS WATCHDOG.

tWWWStttt
Washington and Mints hireling Jays be 'not'
In our hands!" '

He turned away when asmpthcred "laugh
broko upon the stillness'.. The spy whirled
about Tho 'cold perspiration' stood upon his
brow.

'"Sdeath!" he gasped. "What It Is?" the
beating of his heart fairly Jarred, a priceless
Lely from the wall. But In a moment, he.
rallied. .

"May the foul fiend fly away with my
nerves!" ho cried. "I'm all unstrung. And
nowto steal forth." He moved cautiously
orward and his Angers closed upon the
Sixteenth Ccntury-doo- r latch. "Ha, ha," he
huckled, "the road Is clear!"
"Halt!" cried a terrible voice. The spy

.Touched down In terror.
Then a most surprising thing happened.

The tall old clock in the corner suddenly
took on life. It moved forward. Its face be-

came a human face, its hands were human
hands. Its antique case resolved Itself Into
a clonk. The spy .looked up nt the majestic
form before htm with a shriek nf horror.

"Malediction!" he howled. "It Is Washing-
ton himself!"

. He was right
The Father of .His Country straightened
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his cocked hat as he stared down upon the
cringing wretch.

"What ho, within there!" he cried In hie
magnificent voice. "Bring lights."

A moment later a continental Sergeant In
full uniform entered bearing a Louis XIII
candelabra.
' "Did you ring, General?" he' asked.
"Sergeant MuIIIns,"' said the General

without, heeding thfa Interruption, "take this
varlet away. He Is a Spy and must be dealt
with. as such. At dawn you will
bring him forth and shoot him behind the'
cow shed."

"Pardon me. General." said the- gruff old
Sergeant, "but I think it would be more
apt to be fatal If we shot him in the chicken
'yard."

"Very well," said the General, "shoot him
anywhere you please so long as you reach
the right spot. Away with him!"

A long sigh exhaled from the General's
lips as the door closed behind the spy and
his Jailer.

A shaded sadness crossed his splendid tea
tures.

"Such is war,"
"And that man Is my mother's second

'cousin, twice removed and I have con?
demned him to an Ignoble death," ha faint
ly murmured.

Then leaning heavily on the mantel ho
slowly added- -

"But I do It all for thee, my country; I do
It all for thee r Plain Dealer.

Jeaaale.
Do you think of the day that are gone,

Jeonnie,
As you sit by your fire at night?

Do you wish that the morn would bring
back the time

When your heart and your step was so
light? -

I think of the dsys that ore gone, Robin.
.And of all that I Joyed in then;

But the fairest that ever arose on me
I have never wished back again,

Do you think of the hopes that are gone,
Jeannle,

As you sit by your Are at night?
Do you gather them up as. faded fast,

Like buda with an enrlv hllffht?t think of the hopes that are gone, Robin,
Ana I mourn that their stay was so fleet.

For they fell as the leaves of the red rose
ran.

And were ever In falling sweet
Do you think of the friends that are gone

Jeannle,
As you sit by your fire at night?

Do you wish they were 'round you-agai-

once more,
By the hearth that they made so bright?

I think of the friends that are gone, Robin,
They are dear to my heart, as then.

But the best and the dearest among them
all

I have never wished back again.
til- - Papa's Charges.

A well-kno- physician residing on the
South Side tells a story of a bright boy, his
own, who had reached the mature age of
I after an early career marked by many
wild and mischievous pranks.

His restless nature has made him some-
thing of a torment to his teacher, at times,
and one afternoon, not long ago she kept
him in after the others were dismissed and
had a serious talk with him. Perhaps she
was a little afraid that her admonitions Were
falling on stony ground. Anyway, she final-
ly said:

"I certainly will have to ask your father
to come and see me."

"Don't you do It" said the boy.
The, teacher thought she .had made an

Impression,
"Tea," she repeated, "I must send for

your father."
"Ydu better not" said tho boy.
"Why notr Inquired the teacher,
'"Cause he charges 8 a visit" said' thescamp. Exchange.

A 'CossBarlsaia.
r lay out here among the trees,

With the singing birds and bumblebees,
that I.cah do as I please,

.Than to live What folks .call a life of ease'Up thar la the city.
t

For I. really don't 'xactly under-ta-n
'"

Where; the comfort is for any man
In walkln' hot bricks and nam' a fan,
And enjoytn' himself ss.he says h can.

Up thar in the city.

Ifs kinder lonesome, mebbe you'll say,
out here day after day

In this Jdrider easy, careless iwa.
But an hour out here's; better'n a day .

Up thar In the city..

As tor that, Just' look at the flowers sroun'
their heads up all over the groan.

And the fruit arendin' the trees wsy down:
Ton don't And seen things as these In town,

Or, ruther in tho city.

As I said sfert, seen' things as these--.
The flowers,-th- birds and ta bum'! bees
And out here among the trees,
Where you fn take year-eas- an' dba you

please, V -
- - '-- '"

- Make it better'n the dty.
:Kow, all 'the' task, don't, mount to snuttV-:- " '.;

-- Boat this kinder life arbeln' rough;
An'rrasnre H's plenty good enough," '' '
An', 'tween you and m. 'taint as tough .

9 UiU iu ius r
- , --James Whltcomb Riley. ;'

- . . ":i ii' '' '' J" ? ' '"'
Mrs. Meek: "Bridget I aar grtatty grieved

becMsa oa, w network for 'jBe; longer;
wky' sM'you gBgr, ."- 'M'

Bridget: !Wy, yes'wrBtaa' gt'.a:'kat
Jotke memvaa' fit ;I'w't g . k at
all. at aa."-O-hto Mat JoartaL " '' -

i.L'ii r
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The OneBlak Day.
"Play ball 1" Again the cry gees up

From where the umpire stands.
And forward strides a husky chap,

A willow In his hands.
A sphere cleaves the air

Like missile. frrm a gun;
The batsman swings and looks amazed,

The.umplre says: "Strike .one!"

Again the batsman makes his pose.
Tlie pitcher throws a fit;

Then with the bat the ball collides.
And thousands cheer the hit.

The rooters yell till they are hoarse. 'The cranks their score-card- s dot, '

While peepers at the knotholes smile,'
And those who bet wax hot.

Another husky chap appears,
And at tho pitcher grins;

Again the ball Is fiercely banged. '
--
'

And to the shortstop spins.
Two men are sprinting down the lines,

Whllo watching thousands shout;
A rapid double play is made

The umpire calls both out.

Then from all sides come hoots and Jeers,
And howls of rago and grief;

The reoters at the umpire scowl,
And Join In shouts of "Thief!"

There's woe among the bleacherltes.
In grand stand there's a kick;

And urchins on the fencetop yell: '
"Say, swipe dat empire, quick!"

The storm Is hushed, the game proceeds,
Though oft the umpire's Jeered;

The ball Is banged, and thrown, and tossed
And players oft are cheered.

The rooters' spirits rise and fall.
The cranks nets every play.

And If the game ends well all Join
In one great glad "Hooray!"

The season's on and now for months
All hands will talk baseball.

And pennant hopes will often rise.
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"Crape your bat, Monsienr! Ton'v goffered some) Msmfbrtniwr
"Not I,m'a'wldower,that,alir PoUchlnelle. .

And often take, a fall,
And to the front again now cornea i.r

The old, familiar bore. JV.
Who never goes to see a game, . '

But asks about .the score.
Lewistown Journal.

ftesrir Jablleo- Soagr.
"Jonah gone

Sad en solium; mb'nert
Thought he gwlne: ter ketch whale-Wh- ale,

he swaUer Jonah"!

Ifosea In de bulrroah. :
Tide in;

But for Fharoah's daughter,
Whar would Moees been?

"Lot's wife, she so, curious,
Punish fer. de fault;

.But fer- Kunnel Lot's wife .

Whar would we gtt salt?"

Tb Joys t WeattB.
t crave-th- Joys that wealth may bring,
I, too, would fain v

Cease tolling and go Journeying, .

Care-fre- e, across the main.
I long 'to.go, soma day. and.gasa
Upon tha. scenes that Virgil knew,.
'And walk along the. sacred ways
That Shakespeare sauntered through.

I crave the freedom, wealth bestows, -

I long for reet
t lone for all tha pleasure those
Whom Fortune favors best
May riot la from day-- to day)
I long to put my work away,.
And ilea, care-fre- e,

Fromtrouble, as the wealthy may,
To splendid- - luxury.

But Joys that riches bring shall ne'er
Be' mine. If I;must know
That for my pleasure there
Ara oth'efs below!
Ah, do they never think who loll
At leisure as they please

those poor ones that work, for all
The Idlers'luxurlei?' -

a-- B. Klser.

Beaseaabte Semtlasea'ta.
alng her,, the Johahy-jump-u- are. prepar

ing for their lump;
The climbing morning.' glories find. a path

way round the stump;
The. gleaming dandelions scatter

polka, dots
Across tha robe of Nature, and .the poet

Unka.bJa:thoughU
With, "dreaming wmspers," and a

. vmrA or sn of rhTBM ";

And the meek and lowly onion comes 'a'
dosenforadlme.'
be, the lovely ladles go

: through the, town, v
-

InspecUng every 'vaieant hou, and ream
ta'g up and down: h """'t-T- .

The man''Who owns th .moving' vaa-hl- s

locky fate he thanks:
AM dots the .very best ho caa to fUl up-a-

'tarn panas;; - - - ' A
tbo muxman' turns his cows.upon.the,pas
- , tUTes fresh and green,
And overaanla his muaa'aWmlii. .'art'thlenuni.

v'teagiBk,1J'irVf ' ' '

Sing ;lnlft'a;isMUrs9r:ajBa."iDi'
'That tlrM feelmg --eelaa aa eachi wlUebi

e'frylnr-cWcke'sa.''o-

IVBr!Bfl:tk;ier't''7-;V.-'- ;
TWiri.ik.lnti.. 'Aniti .'lit'1 rr ii- -''

. "- y.-. .;TTJ!!"5'.J-tw.WiSr- ,

?: ! immhssmzTJsa'lsitbr and the --tr. rir
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The Meioa Race.
Oh, de watermllyun vine

Is. me a race.
But 1 knows wha he

I familiar wld do placet

Den it's good times.
En good, times.

Eh wear de smllin face!

Oh, de vine
Is ferhis life;

But I watchln' whar he gwlne,
En I whetten my knife.

Den It's good times.
En good'tlmes,

En glory In yo' life!
Atlanta

The Brief Time.

Brief time to sing, my dearie brief time te'.l
sing and sigh;

Wo only say good morning, and then good
night good-b- yt

The Bhadow in the sunlight o'er all the wldf
world glooms, vj

A mnan It In thn muilo tha bllsht is ttia'A
Blrfmmv tv..7
U1UU.UO. . J

fc. .
Ttrtf ttma love, mv dearie, sarins vi

time's rosy beams;
To drink tne

atti'! WNBJkV' F '& asssssssB I
J. li
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old, sweet dreams; ;i

The Shadow in tha sunlight moves to the",
breath of elghs

And unseen ever klsa Bowa
dreaming eyes.

in.
Oh, dreams, like phantoms flying where c

shadows throng!
Oh, life too brief for sighing, and life teaN

brief for sons! Al
And the green world at our feet, dean aaeV

overhead the sky

.

m

And love that save anod aiernlns,..annr ta.i
Mn'.ViA.h.r l

Frank; Ii Stantan.

Destetewt' EawesHam. i
rm really sorry for the maa 1

Who's bred to. Idleness.
He passes through life's Bttla spaa .

A picture--, of distress.
'Alas, ha mar not even know) . i,

What Jor tt ta to shirk. ".He la tedeed man of woa
Who, haaert, learaed to worst, '

But sadder m tha busy ens
Who hurries througk.thls Ufa

And never stops to think of fun
, Amid tha bustling strife.
Be is the sJMurhfuleat of mea

Ton sea him every dsiy--.

Who feels like loaang now aaft the.
But doesn't know the war. . ,.

iA tr-- ;?:'K ' XBtBi tTtmm,,
Sixty ciuestJons make aa kesjg "r

One. for.every, maratai
And Neddy tries,, with aB IsB sahrht -

To get more questions) jsj'Jg,

Sixty questions malt aa koari'
And as for a reply, .

The wisest saga-woale- t stead aghast,
At Neddy's searching Wlrr- -

Sixty questlona maka sir hour,
Andichftdhood hour are brief!

So Neddy has no time ta waste.
No pause for relief.

.Sixty questions make, an-- boon,
Presto, why.-- where Is Ned? -

Alasi he's gone,-an- fa.his place
A Question riolnt'tneteadl
Prucllla Leonard In tho niiaihuaa.

. 'FBtt4
Faith frames Its own fair ekyl

And Ilka tha lark nrnrminni
There Is no heaven too high

For Faith's unwavering wings!

At ' URU, i.
Mistress; "I wouldn't hold, tha baby ;a2'near' the User's case. Nora." '
Nora (the nurse): "There's no risk, mnavy

tn imtri a mancaier, an ur cnila IS '
sur-ri- .. uuicago ews.
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mustn't call 'me 'Bee ? whjr notf' tfe
time and-- : v ."But Bf t a Yerjr'ort
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